"Last night, did he? Where is he now? Asleep, 1
reckon?"

"Yessum, Bat's whar he wuz when I lef* home."

"And 1 reckon that^s how you borrowed his uni-
form," Miss Jenny said tartly. "Well, let Mm -sleep
this morning. Give him one day to get over the war.
But if it "made a fool out of him like It did out of
Bayard, he^d better put that thing on again and go
back to it. 1*11 declare,, men cairt seem to stand any-
thing." She went on, the guest in her straight white
dress following*

"You are awfully hard on men, not to have a husband
to bother with. Miss Jenny/5 she said. "Besidesg you're
judging all men by your Sartorises."

"They air^t my Sartorises," Miss Jenny disclaimed
promptly; "I just inherited ^em. But you just wait:
you'll have one of your own to bother with soon; you
just wait until Horace gets home, then see how long it
takes him to get over it. Men can't stand anything,"
she repeated, "Can't even stand helling around with BO
worry and no responsibility and no limit to all the
meanness they can think about wanting to do. Do you
think a man could sit day after day and month after
month in a house miles from nowhere and spend the
time between casualty lists tearing up bedclothes and
window curtains and table linen to make lint, and
watching sugar and flour and meat dwindling away,
and using pine knots for light because there aren*t any
candles and BO candlesticks to put *em in if there were,
and hiding in nigger cabins while drunken Yankee
generals set fire to the house your great-great-grand-
father built and you and all your folks were born in?
Don^t talk to me about men suffering in war." Miss
Jenny snipped larkspur savagely. aJust you wait until
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